pappy and Stonewall Jackson ain*t never surrendered.59
"Yes/3 Bayard repeated. Buddy ceased talking and
presently he sighed again, emptying his body for sleep.
But Bayard lay rigidly on Ms back, Ms eyes wide open;
It was like being drunk; whenever you close your eyes,
the room -starts going round and round, and so you
lie rigid in the dark with your eyes wide open9 not to
get sick. Buddy had ceased talking and his breathing
had become longer-, steady and regular. The shucks
shifted with sibilant complaint as Bayard turned slowly
on to his side.

Buddy breathed on in the darkness, steadily and
peacefully. Bayard could hear his own breathing also*
but above it, all around it, enclosing him, that other
breathing. As though he were one thing breathing with
restrained, laboring pants, within himself breathing
with Buddy^s breathing; using up all the air so that
the lesser thing must pant for it. Meanwhile the greater
thing breathed deeply and steadily and unawares,
asleep, remote; ay, perhaps dead. Perhaps he was dead,
and he recalled that morning, relived it with strained
attention from the time he had seen the first tracer-
smoke until, from his steep bank, he watched the flame
burst like the gay flapping of an orange pennon from
the nose of John9s Camel and saw his brother's familiar
gesture and the sudden awkward sprawl of his plung-
ing body as it lost equilibrium in midair; relived it
again as you might run over a printed, oft-read tale,
trying to remember, feel, a bullet going into his own
body or head that might have slain him at the same
instant. That would account for it, would explain so
much; that he too was dead and this was hell, through
which he moved for ever and ever with an illusion of
quickness, seeking Ms brother who in turn was some-
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